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the spirit of her own son, Adam! A furious
indignation began to rise within her.

The silence cracked. A stone was flung and
smashed through the parlour window, missing
Judith by a breath.

c Take care!' Reuben whispered, pulling her
back.

The throwing of that stone released them.
They all began to shout at once. More stones
were thrown. Figures were running down the
lawn, others towards the stables. Meanwhile the
thin man with a beard sat motionless on his horse.

*  I must go out to them!' Reuben said.

' No. No. They will throw stones.
Wait------'

4 No.    I cannot wait.5

He went out. She heard him open the door
of the hall, and, before he shut it, a roar of voices
reached her, like a sudden ripple of thunder.
What had she better do? Her impulse was to
go with him. The parlour door had closed, but
now it opened to show the meagre black figure
of Mr, Winch, who entered with a lighted candle.

* Blow out that  candle! '  she ordered him
sharply.

But he could not. He stood there, his mouth
open, his eyes shifting from place to place, the
candle shaking in his hand. He was in a sweat
of terror. Indignantly she snatched the candle
from him and blew it out, saying:

* No one will harm you, Mr. Winch.    Your
place is with the children upstairs/    She heard
him slip away.